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I happen to live in a part of one of these
Victorian homes, and have found that it has its
qualities. It has not the latest American con-
veniences and none of the elegance of the Queen
Anne period. But it has points not to be found
in  the   newest  examples  of home-building.
Friends of mine, who used to pity me and tell
me of the snappy little gadgets fitted in their
up-to-date flats, have begun to remark on the
size of my rooms; on the fact that they can take
a walk in them. In their own flats they can take
five steps from the drawing-room and reach the
bedroom; and four steps from the bathroom
brings them to the breakfast-table. The size of
their kitchinette absolves them from giving
dinners to their friends at home, and enables
them to entertain in restaurants at seven times
the cost of entertaining at home. In my Vic-
torian flat  the drawing-room would permit
twelve couples to waltz without collision, even
if their waltzing was of the standard of the parish
hall. To reach the front door from my study
means a journey of eighteen paces, and the hall
is long and wide enough for a game of badminton
Clearly there is a case for preserving these
Victorian houses, since two friencfe of mine,
who are paying three times my rent for modem
rabbit-hutches, have asked me to let them know
if I think of giving up my flat. These houses
have little claim to preservation as historical